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CHAPTER VIi—Continued. }

To the driver of the first taxicah he
met he said: “I'Abbaye;” then, shut-|
ting himsell within the conveyance,
he surrendered Lo the most morose re-
flactions

Nothing of lis mood was, however,
apparent in his manner on alighting.
He bore a countenance of amiahle in-
mouciance through the portals of this
featal Institution, whose proudest
hoast and, incidentally, sole claim to
unigqueness I8 that it never opens its
doars before midnight nor closes them
balore dawn.

He had moved about with sach eeler-
ity since entering his fint on the Rue
Roget that it was even now only two
«’clock. an hour at which revelry might
be expecled to have reached its apo-
gee in this, the soidisant smartest
place in Paris.

A less saphisticated adventurer
might have boen flattered by the cor-
diality of his reception at the hands of
the maltre d'hotel

“Ah-h, M. Lanyar'! But it is long

| Infirmities

since we have been so favored. How
ever, [ have kept vour fable for vou"

“Have you, Indead?"

“Could it be otherwise, alter receipt
of your honored order?"

“"No,” sald Lanyard coolly, "1 pre-|
sume not, if you value your peace of
mind."”

“Monsicur I8 alone?'—this with :m;
accent of digappointment |

“Temporarily, perhaps.”

“But this way, if you ploass.” I

In the wake of the functionary L:m.-I

yard traversed that frowsy anterdom, | cqr in his charge, guiltless of any gort |

where doubtful wasters are herded on |
suspicion in company with the corps|
of sutomatic bacchanalians and figu-|
ranies, to the main restaurant, the In-|
ner sanctum toward which the naive |
soul of the travel-bitten Anglo Saxurl
aspires so ardently.

It was not a large room: Irregularly |
pentagonal in shape, lined with wall-
seats behind a close-set rank of tables;
batter lighted than most Paristan res-
taurants, that is to eay, less glaring-
Iy, ill-ventilated; the open space in
the middie of the floor devoted to a
handful of haggard young professional
dancers, thelr stunted bodies more or
less costumed in brilliant colors, foot-
ing it with all the vivaclty to be ex-
pected of five francs per night per
head; the tables occupied by parties
Anglo-Saxon and Franch in the pro-
portion of five to one, served by &
company of bored and apathetic wait-
ors; o string orchestra ragging inces.
suntly; o viclous buck-nigger on a dais
#hining with sell-<complacency while
he vamped nnd ghouted: “Waitin’ foh
th' Robuht E. Lee.”

Lanyard permitted himself to be
penned in a corner hehind a table, told
the writer to bring him champagne—
mot because he wanted It, but hecause
it was otiquetie—suppressed n yawn,
lighted a clgarette, and reviewed the
nssemblage with a languid but shrawd
glance,

He sipped his wine sparingly, with-
out rellsh. considering the single sab-
sldiary fact which did impress him
‘with some wondér—that he was being
[left seversly to himgell; something
which doesn't often fall to the lot of
the unattached male at I'Abbaye. Evi
dently an order hod been fssued with
respect (o him, Ordinarfly he would
‘have been grateful, tonight he was
merely irritated; it rendered him con-
saplcuous,

The fixed round of delirjous diver-
“tasement unfolded—as per schedule.
'A Spanigh dancing girl was given &
Iclelr floor for her speclalty—which
~consisted In singing several verses un-
Jderstood by nobody—and emphasized
lher vivacity by making trantic dashes
‘at and rumpling the hair of soveral
“varlously surprised, indigoant and fiat-
tered male guests—among these Lan-
yard, who submilted with resignation.

And then, just when he was on the
point ‘of consigning the Pack to the
' devil for Inflioting upon him such crusl
~ and (nhuman punishment, the Spanish
. girl picked her way through the mob

Louis Joseph Vance.)

of dancers who had now Invaded the
fioor and paused beside his table,

“You're not angry, mon coco?" she
pleaded with a provocative smile.

Smilingly Lanyard returned a nega-
tive.

“Then 1 may sit down with you and
drink a gluss of your wine?

“Can’t you see I've been saving the
bottle for you?"

The woman plumped herself prompt-

| Iy Into the chair opposite the adven-

turer, He filled her a glass,

“But you are not happy tonight?"
she demanded, staring over the brim
as she sipped.

"I am thoughtful.” he sald.

“And what doee that mean?"

“l am saddened to contemplate the
of my countrymen, these
Amerieang who can't rest in Parls un-
til thoy find some place ns deadly as

Irondway boasts, these English
who adore beautiful Paris solely be.
caude here they may continue to get
drunk publicly after half past twelve!”

“Ah, then it's you are hored, is it
not? sald the girl, gingerly stroking
her faded, painted cheek.

“It {8 true; | am bored”™

"“Then why not go where you are
wanted?"' She drained her glass at a
gulp and jumped up, swirling her
skirts. "“Your cab is walting, monsieur
—and perhaps you may find it more
amusing with that Pack!"

Flinging hersell into the arms of an-
other dancing girl, she swung away,
grinning impishly at Lanyard over her
partner's shoulder.

CHAPTER VIIL
The High Hand.

Bvidently his first move toward de-
parture wase slgnaled, for as he passed
out through 'Abbave's doors the cuar-
riage porter darted forward and sa-
luted.

“M. Lanyar'?"

“Yes,"

“"Monsieur’s ear is waiting.”

“Indead!” Lanyard surveyed briefly
a& handzome black limousine that, at
pause beside the curb, was champing
its bit in the most spirited fashion.
Then he smiled appreciatively. *All
the same, 1 thank vou for the compli-
ment,”" he added, and forthwith tipped
the porter.

But before entrusting himself to this
gratultous conveyance he put himself
to the trouble of inspecting the chauf:
feur, who proved to be a capable-look-
ing mechanic togged out in rich black
livery which, though relieved by a vast
amount of silk braiding, was, like the

of [nsignia.

“1 presume you know where I want
to go, my man?"

The chauffeur tpuched his cap: “"But
naturally, monsieur.”

"Then take me thero the quickest
way.”

Nodding acknowledgment of the por-
ter's parting salute,
gratafully back upon uncommonly lux-
urious upholstery, The fatigue of the
last thirty-six hours was beginning to
tell on him. though his youth was still
g0 vital, go instinet with strength and
vigor that he could, If need be, go as
long again without sleep.

None the less he was glad of this
opportunity to snatch a few moments’
rest by way of preparation against the
occult culmination of this adventure,
No telling what might ensue of this
violation of all those principles which
had hitherto insured his wellare!

Of a sudden, ending a ride much
shorter than he would have liked, the
limousine swerved in toward a curb,

Bending forward, Lanyard unlatched
the door and, glancing through the
window, uttered & grunt of profound
disgust

If this werse the best that Pack could
do—

He had hoped for something a trifle
more romantic from men with wit and
imngination enough to plot the earlior
phases of this adventure,

The car was pulling up in front of
an institution which he knew well, 1ar
too well, indeed, for his own good,

None the less he consented to get
out.

“Sure you've come to the right all-
dreaa?” he asked the chauffeur.

Two fingers touching the vizor of hia
cap: "But certainly, monsieur!”

“Oh, all right!" Lanyard grumbled
tesignedly, and tossing a flvefranc
plece, Addressed himself to the en-
trance of an outwardly commonplace
and respectable hotel partleuller situ-
ate in the Tue Chaptal between the
impasee of the Grand Guignol and the
Rue Plgalle,

Now the neophyte needa the intro
duction of a trusted sponsor before he
can win admission to the clubhouse In
the Rue Chaptal of the exclusive Cir-
¢le of Friends of Humanity; but Lan.
yard's knock sccured him prompt and
unquestionsd entrance.  The unfor-
tunate fact 18 he was 4 member in the
hest of standing, for this society of
pesudo-altrufstic alms was nothing
more nor less than one of these sev-

Lanyard sank |

eral private gaombling clubs of Paris
which the French government tol
erates more or less openly, despite
sdequate restrictive legislation; and
gambling was Lanyard’s rullng pas
| slon—n legacy from Bourke together
| with the resi of his professional equip-
ment.

In the esteem of Paris Count Remy
do Morbihan himself was scarcely a
more light-hearted plunger than M.

| Lanyard.

Naturally, with this reputation, he
| was always free of the handsome sa-
lons whereln the Friends of Humanity
| devoted themselves to roulette, sue-
| tion bridge, baccarat, and chemin de
fer—and of this freedom he now pro-
| cooded to avall himself, with his hat
| just a shade aslant on his head, his

hands in his pockets, a susplcion of a
smilo on his lips, and a glint of the
dewil in his eyes—in all an expression
accurately reflecting the latest phase
of his humor, which had become large-
Iy one of contemptuous toleération,
| thanks to what he chose to consider
| an exhibition of insipid stupidity on
the part of the Puck,

Nor was this humor In nny Wway
modified when, in due course, he con-
firmed anticipation by discovering M,
le Comte Remy de Morbihan lounging
beside one of the roulette tables,
watching the play and now and then
risking a maximum or two on his own
aceount.

A flash of animation crossed the un-
lovely mask of the count when he saw
Lanyard approaching, and he greeted
the adventurer with n gay little fiirt of
his pudgy, dark hand,

‘Ah, my friend!" he cried.
you, then, who have changesd
mind! But this is delightfull™

“Then vou really wanled to see me
tonight?" Lunyard inquired innpcently,

“Always—ualways, my dear Lan-
yard!"” the count declared, jumping up,
"But come," "he Insisted, "1 have a
word for your private ear, if these
gentlemen will excuse us."

“Do!" Lanyard addressed in confi-
dential tone those he knew at the
table before turning away to the tug of
the count's hand on his arm—"1 think
he means to pay up lweSty pounds he
owes mel”

Some derisive lnughter greeted this
sally.

“l mean that, however,” Lanyard in-
formed the other cheerfully, as they
moved away to a corner where con-
versation without an audience was
possible—“you ruined that Bank of
England note, you know."

“Cheap at the price!" the count
protested, producing his bill-fold. “Five
hundred franes for an introduction to
monsieur, the Lone Woll!"

"Are you joking?' Lanyard asked
blankly, and with a magnificent ges-
ture abolished the proffered banknote.

“Joking? 1! But surely you don't
mean to deny—"

“My friend.” Lanyard interrupled,
“hefore we nssert or deny anything, let
us gather the rest of the players round
the table and deal from a sealed declk.
Meoantime, lat us rest on the under.
standing that 1 have found, at one end,
A message scrawled on a banknote
lidden in & secret place, at the other
end, vourself, M. le Comte, Between
and beyvond these points exists @ mys-
tery, of which one anticipates eluci-
dation.”

“You shall have it De Morbihan
promised. “But first we must go to
ind those others who await ua

“Not so fast!" Lanyard interposed,
“What am I to understand? That you

“It Is
your

|

All Three Men Wore Visors of Black
Velvet,

wish me to accompany you to the—

ah—den of the Pack?"

“Where clse?" De Morbihan grinned.

“Trapossible.”

"SWhat do you propose, then?' De
Morbihan inquired, worrying his mus-
tache.

“What better place for the proposed
conference than here?

“But not here, monsleur!"

“Why not? Everybody comes here—
it will cause no gossip. 1 am hero—
I have come hall way; your friend
must do as much on their part”” °

“It {8 not possible.”

“Then tender them my regrets.”

“Would you give us away?”

“Never that—one makes gifts to
ona's friends only. But my interest in
yours is depreciating so rapidly that,
should you delay much longer, It will
be on sale for the sum of two sous.”

“Oh—damn!® the count complained
peevishly. :

“With all the pleasure in life. But
wow,” Lanynrd went on, rising to end

the interview, “you must forgive me
for rmlndh: you that the morning
wan6s apace. 1 shall bo going home
in another hour."

De Morbiban shrugged. “Out of my
great affection for you," he purred
venomously, “I will do my possible.
But | ean promise nothing.”

“I bave every confidence In wour
powers of moral sussion, monslear,”
Lanyard assured him cheerfully. “Au
revolr!”™

And with this, not at all ill pleased
with himself, he strutted off to an ad-
Joining lable, whero a high-strung ses
sion of chemin de fer was in progess,
possesasd himsell of n vacant chair,
and in two minutes was so engrossed
in the game that the Pack was guite
forgotten.

In fifteen minutes he had won thrico
as muny thousands of francs,

Twenty minutes or hall an hour
later a hand on his shoulder broke the
grasp of his besetting passion.

“Our table is made up, my friend"
De Morbihan announced with his inex-
tinguishable grin. “We're waiting for
you."

“Quite at’ your service."

Seitling his score, and finding him.
self considerably better off than he
had Imagined, he resigned his place
gracefully and suffered the count to
link arms and drag him away up the
main sthirease to the second story,
where smaller rooms were set apart
for parties who preferred to gamble
privately.

De Morbihan rapped, turned the
knob, and stood aside, bowing politely.

CHAPTER IX.
War Declared.

With a nod acknowledging the cour-
tesy, Lanyard consented to preceds
him und entered a room of intimate
proportions, furnished chiefly with a
groen-coverad card table and five easy
chairs, of which three were pecupled
—two by men In evening dress, the
third by one in & well-{ailored lounge
sult of dark gray.

All three men wore vizors of black
velvet.

Lanyard looked from one to
other and chuckled quietly.

De Morbthan cleared his throat an-
grily and with an aggrieved alr
launched Into Introductions,

“Messieurs, I have the honor to pre:
sent to your our confrere, M. Lanyard,
best known as ‘the Lone Wolf' M.
Lanyard—the council of our associa:
tion, known to you as ‘the Pack'"

The three rose pnd bowed cersmoni-
ously, Lanyard returned a cool, good-
natured nod. Then he lavghed again
and more openly:

“A pack of knaves!"

“Mongienr doubtlesa feels at case?"
one retorted acidly,

“In your company, Popinot?
hardly!" Lanyard returned in
contempt.

The fellow thus Indicated, a burly
rogue of a Frenchman in rusty and
baggy evening clothes, started and
flushed hotly beneath his mask; but
the man next him droppad a restraln
ing hand upon his arm, and Popinot
turned; shrugged, and sank back into
his chair.

“Upon my word!" Lanyvard declared
gracelessly—"It's a8 good as a play!
Are you sure, M. le Comte, thera's no
mistakke—that these gay masqueraders
haven't lost their way to the stage
of the Grand Guignol?”

“Damn!" muttered the count. “Take
care, my friend! You go too far!"

“"You really think so? But you

You, In reason, can't ex-

the

But
light

amaze me!
pect me to tako you seriously, gentle-
men!"

"If vou dom't it will prove serlous
business for you, my friend!” growled
the ono he had named Popinot.

“You mean that? But you are mag:
nificent, all of you! We lack only
the solitary illumination of a eandle-
end—a grinning skull—a cup of blood
upon the table—to make the faree com-
plete! But as It {8, messiours, you
must be rarely uncomfortable, and
foellng as foolish as you look into
the bargain! DMoreover, I'm not a
child, Popinot, wly not disburden
your amiable features? And you, Mr.
Werthelmer, I'm sure, will feel mora
at ease with an open countenance—
as the saying runs,” he said, nodding
to the man beside Popinot. *“As for
this gentleman,” he eoncluded, eying
the third, “1 haven't the pleasura. of
hia acquaintance”

With n short laugh Werthelmer un-
masked, exposing a face of decidedly
Englieh type, falr and well modeled,
betraying only the faintest tracea of
Semitlc cast to nccount for his sur
name. And with this example Popinot
snntched off his own black vizor and
glared at Lanyard—in his shabby dress
the Incarnate essence of bourgeois
outraged. But the third, he of the
gray lounge suit, remained motion-
less; his eyes clashed with the adven-
turer's,

He seemed a man little if at all Lan-
yard's senjor, and bullt upon much the
same lines, A cloge-clipped black mus-
tache ornamented his upper lp. Hia
chin was square and strong with char-
acter, The cut of his eclothing was
consplevously neither Engligsh nor coni-
tinental.

“I don't know you, sir,” Lanyard
continued slowly, puszled to account
for a feeling of famillarity with this
parson, whom he conld have sworn
he had never met before. "But you
won't let your friends outdo you in
elvility, 1 trust?”

“Iif you mean you want me to un-
mask, 1 won't," the other returned
brusquely In falr Freneh, It with a
decided transatiantie intonntion,

“Amerjean, eh?"

“Native born, if it Interesta you"

“Have I mot you before?"

“You have not"”

"My dear count,” Lanyard said, turn.

Royalty Fond of Btrong Drink,
“Cobblers and tinkers are your true
s %o6 downe,”

ing to De Morbihan, “do me the favor
to introduce this gentleman"

“Your dear count will do nothing of
the sort, Mr. Lanyard. If you mesd
& namo to c¢all me by, Smith's good
#nough.” -

The incisive force of his enunciation
carried out couslstently the general
habit of the man. Lanyard recognized
a nuture no more plinble than his own. |
Idle to give time 1o bickering with
this one,

“It doean't mattar,” he sald shortly,
and, drawing back a chalr, sat down.
"It it did, 1 should insist—or else de-
cline the honor of receiving the ad-
dresses of this cosmopolitan commits
tee, Truly, you flatter me. Here we
have Mr. Werthelmeér, “represénting
the swell mobsmen across the chan-
nel; M. e Comte standing for the
gratin of Paris—and vice versa; Popl
not, spokesman for our friends, the
Apaches, nnd the wellknown Mr.
Goodenough Smith, ambassador of the
gunmen of New York—apparently. A
maosat auspiclous occasion! But 1 pre-
sume 'm to understand you walt upon
mo mainly as representing the fine
flower of the European underworld?”

“You're to understand that L for
one, don't llke your impudence,"” the
stout Popinol enapped.

“Sorry. But 1 have already indioat-
ed my Inabllity to take you seriously.”

“Why not?’ the Amerfcan demand-
ad ominously. “You'd be sore enough
if we took you as a joke, wouldn't
you?"

“You misapprehend, Mr,—ah—
Smith; it Is my firat alm and wish that
you do not take me in any manner.
eghape or form. It s you, remember,
who requested this interview, and—
er—dressed your parts so strikingly!™

“What are we to understand by
that?" De Morbihan interposed,

“This, messleurs—if you must
know." Lanyard dropped for the mo-
ment his tone of raillery and bent for
ward, emphasizing his points by tap-
ping the table with a forefinger.
“T'hrough some oversight of mine, or
cleverness of yours—I can't say which,
perhaps both—you Have succesded In
penetrating my secret. What then?
You become envious of my success.
In sghort, 1 stand in your light—I'm
always getting away with something
you might have lifted if you'd only
had wit enough to think of it first.
As your American confrére, Mr, Mys-
terions Smith, would #ay, 1 ‘cramp
your sgtyle.'"™

“You learned that on Broadway."”
the other commented shrewdly.

“Possibly, To continue: So you get
together and bite your nails until you
concoct & plan to frighten me into
sharing profits with you. I've no doubt
you're prepared to allow me to retain
one-half the proceeds of my operations
should 1 elect to ally mysell to you?"

"That's the suggestion we wers em-
powered 1o make,” De Morblhan ad-
mitted,

“In other words, you need me. You
say to vourselves: '‘We'll pretend to
be the head of a eriminal syndlcate,
such as the silly novelists are forever
writing about, and we'll threaten to
put him out of business unless he
comis to our terms.’ But you over-
Inok one {mportant fact: that you are
not mentally equipped to get away
with this amusing impersonalion!
What! Do you expect me to accept
you as lending spirits of a glgantlc
eriminal system—you, Popinot, who
live by standing between the police
and your murderous rats of Belle-
ville, or you, Werthelmer, aneak thief
and blackmailer of timid women, or
vou, De Morbihan, because you eke
oul your income by showing a handful
of second.story men where to seek
plunder in the houses of your friends?"

He made a gesture of impatience
and lounged back to awalt the answer
to this indictment. His gaze, ranging
the four, encountered but one face
that was not darkly flushed with re-
gentment, and this was the Amerf
can's,

"Aren't you forgetting me?"
last sugeestad gantly,

“On the contrary. I refuse to rec
ognize you in this conference as long
as you Inck courage to show your
face.”

“As you will, my friend," the Ameri-
can chuckled. “Make your profit out
of that any way you like."

Lanyard sat up again, “Well, I've
stated your case. It amounts to
gimple, clumsy blackmail, I'm to split
my earnings with you or you'll de-
nounce me to the police, That's about
it, fsm’t 12"

"Not of necessity,” De Morbhihan
purred softly, twisting his mustache,

“For my part” Popinot declared
hotly, "I engage that monsiour of the
high hand here will either work with
us or conduct no more operations in
Paris."

"Or in New York,” the American
amended,

"Hngland Is yet to be heard from,"”
Lanyard suggested mockingly.

To this Wertheimer replied, almost
with diffidence: “If you ask me, 1 don't
think you'd find it so jolly pleasant
over there if you mean to cut up nasty
at this end.”

“Then what am I to infer? If
you're afraid to lay a&n Information
against me—and it wouldn't bo wise,
1 admit—you'll merely cause me to be
assnasinated, eh?"

“Not of necessity,” the count mus-
mured In the same thoughtful tone
and manner, as one Wwith a trump In
raperve.

“There are 50 MANY Ways of arrang-
ing theso jmatters,"” Werthelmer ven-
tured. !

“None the less, it 1 refuse;, you de-
clare wari"

“Bomething ke thar” the Ameri-
can ndmitted.

“In that case—I am now able to
state my position definitely” Lanyard
got up and provokingly

this

at the group. “You can—all fonur of
you—go plumb to —!"

“My dear friend!” the count eried,
shocked, “you forget—"

*1 forget nothing!™ Lanyard cut in
coldly, “and my decision is final. Con-
sitler yoursaives at liberty to go ahead
and do your little worst! But don't
forget that it I8 you who bave besn
the aggressors. Already you've had
the insolence to Interfere with my ar-
rangements—you began offensive op-
erations before you declared war. Bo
now, it you're it beneath the belt you
mustn't complain—you've asked for
it~

“Now what do you mean by that?"
the American drawled with an accent
of irony.

“1 leave you to figure it out for your-
selves. But | will say thls: | confl

il

“I Have the Honor to Bid Adieu
Messleurs.”

dently expect you to decide to live
and let live, and shall be sorry, a8
you'll certainly be sorry, if you force
my hand."

He opened the door, turned, and so-
luted them with sarcastic punctillo,

“I have the honor to bid adien to
messieurs, the council of—the Pack!"

CHAPTER X.
Disaster.

Having fulfilled his purpose of mak-
ing himself acquainted with the indi-
viduals composing the opposition,
Lanyard shut the door In their faces,
thrust his hands in his pockets, and
sauntered downstairs, chuckling, his
noge in the air, on the best of terms
with himself,

True, the fat wans in the fire and
well ablaze—he bad to look to himself
now and go warlly In the shadow of
their enmity. But it was something
to have faced down those four, if he
wasn't gseriously impressed by any ona
of them,

Popinot, porhaps, was the most
dangerous, a vindictive animal, and
the ereatures he controlled a murder-
ous lot—drugridden, drink-bedeviled,
viclous lttle rats of Belleville, who'd
knife a man for the price of an ab:
ginthe, But Popinot wouldn't move
without leave fifom De Morbihan, and
unless Lanyard's calculations were se-
riously miscast, De Morbihan would
restrain both himeelf and his associ-
ates untll thoroughly convineed Lan-
yard was lmpregunable agalust every
form of suasion,

Murder was something a bit out of
De Morbikan's Hne—something which,
at least, he could bhe counted on to
hold in reserve. And by the time he
was ready to employ it, Lanyard
would be well beyond his rench, Wert-
hefmer, too, would deprecate violence
until all else had failed; his half-caste
type was cowardly, and cowards kill
only impulsively, before they've had

to
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' To Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg-
stable Contacant

Wd?ﬁnm M—*"1 am
mother of four chikiren and have
- = fered with

Jook so young antl well7*
to the Lydia E. Pinkham remedies.”
—Mrs. RosT, Storien, Moore Avenus,
Washington Park, Illinols

We wish every woman who suffers
from female troubles, nervousness,
backache or the biues could see the let~
terswritten by women made well by Ly-
dia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.

If you have any symptom about which
you would like to know writs to the
Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn,
Mass., for helpful advice given free of
charge,

Speaking of educated snakes; the
adder's in a claes by himself.

RECIPE FOR GRAY HAIR.

To balt pint of water ndd | on. Bay Rum, a
mmall box of Barbo Compound, and ¥ oz G2
glycerine  Apply to the hair twice s woek
untll it becomes the destred shade. Any drug-
Elul. can put this up or you ean mix it st

ome at vory little eont. It will gradually
darken streaked;, fuded gray halr, and re-
moves dandruff. It 15 excollent for falling
hairand will make barsh bairsoft and glossy,
It will mot color the sulg, is not sticky or
greasy, and does not rub off.—Ady. L)

Home is bower of bligs to some men
only when it's the left bower,

BANISH PIMPLES QUICKLY

Easily and Cheaply by Using Cuticura
Soap and Ointment. Trial Free.

Smear the pimples lightly with Cuti
cura Olptment on end of finger and
allow it to remain on five minutes.
Then bathe with hot water and Cuti-
cura Soap and continue some minutes.
This treatment §s best upon rising and
retiring, but is effective at any time.

Free sample each by mail with Book.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. L,
Boston, Sold everywhers.—Adv,

Matrimonial bonde are not always
a safe and profitable Invesiment.

To Drive Out Malaria

And Build Up The System
Take the Old Standard GROVE'S
TASTELESS chill TONIC. You know
what you are taking, as the formula is
printed om every label, showing it is
Wuinine and Iron in 2 tasteless form. The
Juinine drives out malaria. the Iren
suilds up the system. 50 cents

Charles M, S8chwab has been made
& trustee of Cornell university.

SOAP IS STRONGLY ALKALINE
and constant use will burn out the
gcalp, Cleanse the scalp by shampoo-
ing with “La Creole" Hair Dressing,
and darken, in the natural way, those
ugly, grizzly hairs. Price, $1.00.—Adv.

A man neyver devotes much time to
wheeling his second baby around the
block,

Pijes Cured | "
Drogutata re r:‘.::a e A %0 I fain

w care It Blind, Bleedl Frotradi
ﬁl;:rlklninémlnuur::ﬂvﬂmr&ii .%e-m -

Paradoxical Appropriateness,
"What raw weather this has been!"

time to weigh the consequences. There
remained “Smith"—enigma; & man ap-
parently gifted with both Intelligence
and character.
dence was he doing in such company?

Lanyard's place at the table of che-
min de fer had been (llsd by ancther,
and, too impatient Lo av I VOCAncy,
he wandered on to the gsalon dedieated
to roulette, tested his luck by stking
a note of 600 francs on the hlack, won,
and incontinently subsided into 8 |
chair and oblivion for the space of
three-quarters of an hour.

At the end of that period he found |
himself minus his heavy winnings at |
chemin de fer and the ten thousand |
france of his reserve fund as well.

By way of a lining to his pockets
thore remained precisely the sum
which he had brought into Paris that
game evening, less subsequent general
expenses,

The experience was no novelly in
lis history. He rose, less resontful
than regretful that his ill luck obliged
him to quit just when play was grow-
ing most interosting, and resignedly
sought the clonkroom.

And there he found De Morbihan—
again!—standing all garmented for
the streot, mouthing & huge clgar and
wearing a look of Impatient discon-
tent.

"At last!” he cried in an aggrieved
tone as Lanyard appeared. “¥ou do
take your time, my friend!"

Lanyard smotherad with a smila

But if so, what the |

“Yes; that 18 why everybody has
beon roasting it

-

Makes Work a Burden

A bad back makes hard work harder.
All day the dull throb and the sharp,
darting pains make you misernble, and
thore's no rest at pight. Maybe it's
your daily work that hurts the kidneys,
for jurring, jolting, lifting, reaching,
dampness and many other ktrains do
wenken them. Cure the kidoeys, Use
Doan's Kidoey Pills. They have helped
thousands and whould do ns well for
you. Thousands recommend them.

A Missouri Case

6. W. Burihart, o Pdire Tell a Siey®
Jefterson Bt., Neo- _,"

mho, Mo, says!:
:Eonutut ulooping

made my back
HinE 1k S
to work, ul'ludm g

o roved
nd.hm:"u h
Got Dosn's at Auy Store, B0c
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FOSTERMILBURN CO., BUFFALO, N, Y.
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